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7 'be Hitt or te of King Lear. 

Kent. With you goodman boy, and you pleafecnn* ■, I 
ffeafh you, come on yong maifter. n ‘ c » l ! { | 

Glofi. Weapons, armesjwhats the matter here 

Daks. Keepe peace vpon your liues; hee dies that drib 
game, w hat’s the matter i ia, f 

Reg, The meffengers from our fitter, and the Kin*. 

Duke, Whats your difference, fpeake c . 

Stew 4 lam fcarfe in breath my Lord. 

Kent. No maruaile youhaue fo bettir’d your valour V0 J 
cowardly rafcall, nature difclaimes in thee, a Tayler made 2 J 

Duke. Thou art a ftrange fellow, a Taylor makeamanT^ 

Kent. I, a Tayler fir-, a Stone-cutter, ora Painter couldnot, 
hauemade him fo ill, though hee had beetle but two houresatf 
the trade. 

Speake yet, how grew your quarrel!? 

Stew, This ancient ruften fir, whole life I haue fpar’datfute ' 
ofhis gray-beard. 

Kent. Thou whorfon Zedd, thou vnneceffarie letter ! my j 
Lord if you’l giue mee leaue, I will tread thi s vnboulted villabt 
into morter, and daube the wa lles of a iaques with him, ipart 
my gray beardjyou wagtayle . 1 

Duke. Peace fir, you beaftly Knaue youhaueno reueime, 

Kent. Yes fir, but anger has ap riuiledge. 

D>ukf. Why art thou angry c . 

Kent. That fuch a flaue as this fliould weare a fword, 
Thatweares nohonefty, fuchfmiling rogesas tliefe, 

Like Rats oft bite thofe cordes in twaine 

Which are to intrench, to inloofe fmooth euery paflion 

That in the natures of their Lords rebell, 

Bringoyle to ftir,fnowto their colder-moods, 
Reneag,affirme,and turne their halcionbeakes 
With euery gale,and varie of their maifters. 



(epeliptidr 

Knowing nought like dayes but following; a plague vponyow 
Vifage; fmoyie you my fpeeches, as I were afoole t 
C jpofea nd Uiad you vpon Sarum plaine, 

Id’e fend you c a cklin g home to Camulet., 

< Duk.e, What art" thou mad old fellow ‘ 

How fell you out, fay " I 

*•" - { J Ktfhl 


theHificrje 
Kent. N A contraries hold mor e, antipath y. 

Then I and fuch a knaue* A _ 

•g^.'^hydoft theu call him knaue, what’s his offence? 
Kent, His, countenance lik es me n ot. 

Duke. Noinore perchance docs mine,orhis,orhers* 

Kent. Sir tis my occupation tobe plaine, 

I haue feene better faces in my time 
That {lands onany Ihoulder that I fee 
Before me at this inftant. 

Dufy. This is a fellow who hauingbeene pray fd 
For blunmes.doth affeft a fawey ruffines, 

And conftraines the garb quite from his nature/ 

He cannot flatter he, he mutt be plaine, 

Hemuft fpeake truthjand they willtak’tffo; 

Ifnot he’s plaine; thefe kind of knaues I know ; 

Which in this plainnes harbour more craft* 

Andmore corrupter ends, then twentie filly ducking 
Obferuants,that ftretch their duties nifely. - 
Kent. Sir in good footh, or in fincere veritie, 

Vnder the allowance of yo urgraundafp eft; 

Whofe influence like the wreath of radient fire 
In flickering front. 

Duke. What mean’ll thou b^rjhis ? 

Kent. To goe out of my dialogue which you difeommend fo 
muchjl know fir, I am no flatterer, he that beguild you in a plain 
accent, was a plaine knaue, which for my part I will not bee, 
thoughl fliould win your difpleafure to intreat mee too’t. 

Duke , What’s the offence you gaue him ? 

Stew. I neuer gaue him any, it pleas’d the King his maifter 
Very late to (trike at me vpon his mifeonflruftion, 

When he coniun£t.and flattering his difpleafure 

• ' ’ :d, 


T ript me behind; being downe, infulted, rayld, 

And put vpon him fuch a deale of man, that 
That worthied him. 

For him attempting 

And in the flechuent of this dread exploit. 

Drew on me here againe. 

Kem . None of thefe roges & cowards but A’ lax is their foolc* 

Ez Dtfkj* 


rn, got pray fes of the King 
ig who was felfe-fubducd. 
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